


Fit to Rule

by TheAngel3201



Category: How to Train Your Dragon
Genre: Adventure
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2013-11-25 18:53:42
Updated: 2015-05-25 23:16:36
Packaged: 2016-04-26 16:33:54
Rating: T
Chapters: 2
Words: 3,557
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: A powerful clan of 15 dragons have been hiding the very source of the survival for their species. A queen.





	1. Chapter 1

**Summary: A powerful clan of 15 dragons have been hiding the very source of the survival for their species. A queen.**

**A/N:**

**Rewrite.**

**DISCLAIMER: I DON'T OWN THE DRAGONS, DREAMWORKS DOES**

* * *

><p>The endless onslaught of the waves crashing into the shore was the dominant sound heard in the night. Not a single sign of life, human or dragon, had stayed outside to witness the brutality of the storm.<p>

Beyond the rocky shores of what the humans fondly called Dragon Island were scattered and scorched remains of ships and weapons. Mangled corpses of those who had not managed to escape the fall of the Red Death lay strewn about. One could notice the still evident fear and struggle laced into the now glassy eyes of the dragons who had served, feared, and been killed by their queen's fiery plummet. The layers of ash, still there even though the Red Death had died several days prior.

The storm soon passed, with it carrying away most of the bulging bodies of the dead. The hides and armor of the humans and dragons pierced with teeth, swords, axes and claws; their bellies swollen with decay. In the last wave's wake, it left behind a smooth surface of ash and sand. The only evidence of what grave actions had taken place were the patterns of burnt ash and flesh that had been splayed permanently onto the cave walls of the Red Death's home in a grotesque fashion.

_We are now alone here._

The voice was smooth and clearly feminine. Although it did not warble with age, there was an established sense of leadership and logic interlaced with the collected tone.

From the crumbling walls of the cave entrance emerged a sleek black snout, soon to be followed by a pair of wings and a tail. All of which were the same shade of darkness as the night sky. The only way to tell the dragon was even outside the cave was the two green eyes. Their pupils dilated to match a face of concentration as they scanned the barren beach. A Night Fury.

_Hurry. Time is crucial to us at this point!_

The words were spoken clearly. There was no questioning that it was the dragon who had decided to speak. Yet even though that was a feat worthy of itself, there was still the question of how. There was no movement of the dragons jaws. There was not even a hiss or groan. The words were spoken mentally. Words that could only be heard in the mind and not by ear. Words that could only be heard by...

_We are coming._ Words that could be could be heard by those who could reply.

Through the same gaping side within the mountain side, a new face peered out. This one was broadened much like the Night Fury, but it was slightly thinner with a six inch horn rising from the tip of its snout. The dragon's hide was a mix between gray with a barely noticeable tinge of purple. As if to enhance the undertone, random, first bursts of static and electricity ran from the mouth, filled with razor sharp teeth, to the tip of the tail fins.

_Static. _The Night Fury nodded her snout slightly in acknowledgement.

_Shade._ Came the reply. This voice was also feminine. Soft yet clear at the same time.

Following the Skrill's example, more dragons began to pour out of the cave. Fifteen in total, counting the Night Fury and Skrill, had joined together in a small group, similar to the meetings that the humans had partaken in just three days prior to the Red Death's demise. There were both exotic and common species present. In fact each one was entirely different; there was no more than one dragon of each species. There were the common ones like the Deadly Nadder with the lilac colored scales or the Gronckle with its bulging tail; and there were also more elusive species. Among these were the Snaptrapper, all four of its jaws hissing at the sprays of sea salt. Or even the Smothering Smokebreath which was albeit smaller than the others made up for its size with its impressive fire and camoflauge capabilities. The strangest yet was the Changewing. It had decide to remain partly visible. Its tail and back legs disappearing into the sand beneath it, yet the head and wings curled around a strange, squirming bundle.

Even those not capable of hearing the telepthical words of the dragons' could feel the tension strung between them. Each glare given between those communicating was sharp enough to kill. And if one could hear what was being said...they would've died from the sheer volume.

_Who said that whatever decision you made is immediately the one that should be put into action! _ Seethed a male Monstrous Nightmare, his tongue slithered between his rows of teeth. There was a chorus of shouts going on as others agreed wholeheartedly with his opinion.

_Yes._ Replied another dragon. This one was a species unseen by most humans. Her wings stretched farther and high that any other dragon in their group. A pair of large, twisting horns sat perched on the crown of her head as her tail moved restlessly in agitation. She was what the humans would later call a Typhoomerang. _ Who among us has declared you to be the leader! Among us there are fifteen guardians, who had said_ **you**_ are to be the one who leads us! _With each word she moved closer and closer to the Night Fury. Her head raised much higher than what the Night Fury could.

The first shot had taken all of the dragons by surprise. Screeching could be heard as the Typhoomerang nursed her wing. The more sensitive scales on underside of it had been scalded by the searing heat of the Night Fury's blast. This was merely a warning shot however. The Night Fury's mouth opened once more, the familiar shrill of warning as plasma blast was readying itself. Seeing that Shade would not be so kind the next time, the Typhoomerang lowered her head hesitantly. Her pride had already been demolished; did she need to add her life to the list?

_It has been decided by the gods themselves that those capable of being the leader are the ones who should lead. _Her scales on her upper jaw flexed as the peeled back to reveal short, sharp teeth. Teeth made for making the victim suffer before dying. _ Who else among is uncertain about my right to lead us? _None of the dragons dared to object. They had seen what the Night Fury was capable of. Shade was not a docile creature who agreed with all. No. She was cunning and ruthless; her main priorities being to accomplish the task at hand and to do it as efficiently as possible. It was exactly what they needed in a leader.

_That is what I predicated. _A warm breath passed through the slitted nostrils as Shade recollected her anger. _With our queen deceased we must do all we can to protect her successor._ Her feet left imprints in the rocky sand as she made her way to the Changewing. His body laid half visible, half gone as he curled around something bundled at his core. Seeing Shade, he extended a wing and curled it over himself to trap whatever heat was escaping his center. The Night Fury glanced down hurriedly to finally catch a glimpse of the Red Death's successor. The new dragon queen.

She did not expect much. Whatever sentient being had blessed her with becoming the new queen's guardian had also included knowledge. This queen was to be her only reason to live. She as well as the other fourteen dragons were to be ready to protect her from all harm. Even giving up their lives for her if it was needed. But the knowledge that she had still did not have her prepared for how _innocent _or _fragile_ the queen looked.

What the Changewing had been guarding was no Red Death. In fact she was not even a dragon at all. Although it looked like it was part of one. Skin covered most of her tiny being. She couldn't have been taller than Shade's own foreleg. Scales of a deep blue violet color covered a section of her arms and spread down to about half way down her back. Draped over the new queen's strange complexion was a fabric of black cloth singed with the scent of burning ash and flesh. The very same scent that followed the previous queen, Gnargalia's, death.

Yes. Shade was sure that their new queen was not a full dragon. After all there were a set of silver daggers next to her feet (the feet were small and covered in leather) as well as an impressive sword. All three were silver and gleaming, the sharp edges begging to be used. Yes. It was sure that their queen had no claws to defend herself with. And she had no protective scales on top of her head either! Instead there was a messy mop of black stuff. After giving it a sniff, Shade concluded that it was soft and smelled like...what was the word? Whatever species their queen was had a name, the Night Fury was sure of it. She just had to remember...

Shade was briefly jarred as the Changewing caught her attention. Silent words passed between them as she nodded briefly to the Changewing, Mirage. With the word lodged into her mind she looked back at the queen. Yes. That was the word she was looking for to describe their new queen.

Human.

* * *

><p><strong>Rewrite for chapter one complete.<strong>


	2. Chapter 2

**Summary: A powe****rful clan of 15 dragons have been hiding the very source of the survival for their species. A queen.**

**A/N:**

**Rewrite.**

**Disclaimer: I do not own the Dragons franchise**

* * *

><p><em>The Creators certainly have an interesting story for you my queen. <em>The dark scales of the Night Fury scraped against the uneven, jagged shore of the beach. _Not even conscious yet already partway through the transformation..._The slight pacing stopped as the dragon's eyes narrowed in concentration.

_Already partway..._ the words repeated themselves in her mind. Yellow eyes glazed over as previous memories (ones implanted by the creators) rushed through. A human hand, swelling up to ten times it size; blood red scales replacing the skin, nearly devouring it. Fingers growing and hardening into crisp claws the color of ivory. A pained scream turned to a bellowing roar...

_It is is too soon..._she said to the silence surrounding her, _it is too soon._

_Shade. _The speaker was none other than that of the Monstrous Nightmare. His head bowed slightly, his chin pressing into the sand. _Might I suggest the idea of sending out various members to search the surrounding area? Staying here, in the open, would not be the best place for us to rest._

_Very well. Mirage, Terra and Mist shall scout ahead from air, earth and sea. The rest of us shall keep watch over the sucess-...the queen. Report back when dawn's light reaches the tip of the mountain. _She gestured to the partially demolished rock face that had once been the dwelling of the previous queen. The three named dragons took off in their various directions. Mirage to the air, Terra burrowing herself under the earth and Mist slipping beneath the harsh waves.

_Set up for camp. We still have a few hours of darkness left. _

The remaining dragons readied themselves rather quickly. The largest dragons, the Typhoomerang and the Timber Jack layered their wings atop of each others (minding the razor sharpness of the Timber Jack's wings) forming a cone shaped shelter around the smaller dragons. Flame, the Monstrous Nightmare laid at the center. His entire body snaked around the infant queen as he too began to allow his eyes to shut.

The rest began to follow his example and they all arranged themselves to lay around Flame in a circular pattern. Soft breaths of steam rose from the resting dragons. _Shall you be taking the first watch or shall I?_

The silver dragon turned her head sideways as she awaited for Shade's answer. The dark scaled dragon was certainly not one to be trifled with. It was best to keep on Shade's good side.

_I shall. I will awake you later. _The silver winged dragon, Static, then wandered over to the rest of the dragons and laid down to rest; her soft exhales mingling with those of the others.

Standing alone at the edge of their makeshift "tent", the Night Fury eyes landed on the horizon, and with it the stars. Far from the blazing lights and fires of the savage humans, the stars shone very brightly here. Millions of them were scattered across the inky darkness of the sky as if one had reached into a bucket of water and flung it onto a pane of glass. The small beads reflecting through the glass with irridescent shades of blue and white. But not even the stars, millions upon millions of them, were comparable to the glowing entity that was known as the moon.

It was not yet a full circle of warm light, Shade noticed. But rather an oval-like shape, brushing the edge of completing its transformation. The moon light seemed to reach out to its darkened sliver. Trying to draw it closer and to gift the darkness with the light. Turning the darkened patch into something exquisite and wonderful. Very similar to their queen. The transformation was already partway. The evident scales would slowly, but surely, devour the remaining human skin, turning it into the very same scales. Yes. The transformation was very much like the moon.

Shade padded back into the tent to take another look at their queen. Dark human hair framed her sleeping face. The features soft, youthful and innocent, much like a child. The dragon's glowing eyes wandered towards the base of the queen's neck. The same dark blue scales were still there. They cast a reflection similar to the scales, a color that was such a deep blue it was nearly black. Yes. The Moon's transformation as well as the queen, Regina's, were very comparable to one another. Even very similar. Except for one minor detail.

While the moon would change from nothing to something wonderful; their queen was destined for a result of terror and agony.

* * *

><p>"Okay! T-Toothless, I'm up! I'm up already!"<p>

The said Night Fury finally ceased his pouncing and sat himself on the floor. His head tilted to the side as if to say, _did I do something wrong?_

A groan came from the bed as an auburn haired boy distangled himself from the thin wool blanket. By all means, he wasn't that much of a looker. (He had been told so...and quite often as a matter of fact) A cowlick was evident on the right side of his head, paired together with a dried trail of drool on the right side of his mouth. He was scrawny and short, barely reaching the height of five foot three. And with a taste for pleasant talks to work things out as opposed to the vikingly way of a violent brawl...it wasn't a surprise that his parents named him Hiccup.

He stumbled out of bed with his eyes shut and would've tripped on one of his old blacksmith projects if it weren't for Toothless. The dragon lurched forward at the last minute saving Hiccup from an embarrassing face plant.

"Thank you Toothless..." He said hesitantly. (And with good reason too! His dragon's ego was already big enough!) The dragon flapped his wings energetically as he leaped onto the rafters. "So..." Hiccup's voice was muffled as he changed out of his green shirt (now covered in dragon spit) and pulled on...well...another green shirt. Berk wasn't known for having many style choices after all. "I'm guessing you want to go flying huh?"

His answer was an ear deafning roar of approval. "I suppose that's a yes then?" He pivoted around to face his dragon who was now hanging upsidedown like a bat. A very large, scaly, fish-eating, fire-breathing bat to be more specific.

Hiccup simply rolled his eyes at his dragon's behavior as he ran down the stairs. His new peg leg getting caught in the newly formed scratches and grooves made by Toothless' claws and the nails at the bottom of Hiccup's metal foot.

_We better hurry, _he thought dryly, _or else Snotlout and Fishlegs are going to eat everything like they did last week. _It had been almost two weeks since Hiccup had woken up from his "attempt at death". With more mouths to feed (large scaly mouths at that), food on the island could run out a lot more quickly. The small island of Berk was making progress though. Dragons could now tow boats out to the farther fishing spots in a matter of hours as opposed to days. With dragons, finding herds in the jagged forestry and getting them to their pens was much easier. And dragon manure made excellent fertilizer after all.

He stopped midway in his sprint to the town hall to catch his breath. Yep. Gobber was right again it seemed. "_Now don't you go'n be a idiot now." _The Blacksmith had said. "_I sugges' no runn' nor skipping or whatever it is you do tha' gets ye' in tha' infirmary. Tha' leg is going' ta take some getting used to." _Hiccup glanced down at the now purple bruise on his leg where the leather straps had rubbed against his skin. He could almost hear Gobber's voice as he lectured him once again.

A purr sounded from his left as he turned to see Toothless. "Yeah..." he said as he swumg a leg over Toothless' saddle. "I think I've had enough walking for today." Together the pair bounded into the town hall knocking over several plates and trays filled with food.

"Sorry Mildew!"

"I'll make that up to you somehow."

"Uh...mind if you move ov-thanks Vern!"

Eventually the duo made it to the back of the hall where the rest of the teens were sitting without many casualties. Unless you counted the old viking who they knocked onto the floor muttering curses, of course.

"Look who finally showed up for breakfast." Astrid said stabbing a piece of fish (rather violently) with her fork. A small grin was on her face as she looked at all of the tables Toothless had run into. At least three tables had been overturned and five others had been knocked out of their usual neat and orderly rows, leaving behind a few dozen swearing vikings.

"Yeah, we kind of ran into a few delays." Hiccup replied as he loaded up a plate with food. "So, my lovely people, what's new with all of you?" He asked as he swatted Toothless away from a platter of smoked fish.

"Why would you care?" Snotlout, as arrogant as always, put his feet up on the table as he picked at his teeth with a fish bone.

"Well, my dad has just given me the ultimately fun job of scouring dragon island." He pushed around a piece of egg with his fork. "So I decided if I have to be miserable on a foggy blown up island looking for anything worth salvaging, I just thought _"I might as well make my fellow vikings suffer too."_"

"Okay first thing, there wouldn't be anything on the island right?" Fishlegs' hands were trembling as he said the word _island._ "I mean it...it-it got destroyed when the Red Death blew up right? So theoretically, a blast that big would destroy the island so there wouldn't be anything worth saving so why waste time in going?"

"You mean you're just too scared Fishlegs?"

"N-no! I just have an interest in living past my next birthday Snotlout!"

"C'mon Fishlegs!" Hiccup pleaded, "You can't leave me alone with these buzzards. Not you Astrid!" He corrected himself as he rubbed his head where she slapped him. "Ever the peaceful one." He muttered.

"I say we go and look for dead bodies," Tuffnut added, "maybe even poke one of them."

"Yeah! We might even see the _Red Death."_ Ruff chimed in. "We might get to open it up and see what it ate and-"

"And we're in the middle of eating!" Hiccup interrupted. Several vikings at near by tables were turning different shades of green as they overheard the twin's plans. "But Fishlegs, I agree with you. There probably isn't a lot left on the island. Maybe we'll find a sword or two, but I highly doubt we'll find a _dragon._" This last part was directed towards the twins who were still talking about dissecting the Red Death.

"Right. Nothing at all," Fishlegs repeated, "no dissecting Red Deaths and definitely no other viking-eating, exploding dragons."


End file.
